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Do my London-conditioned mind the atmosphere of bras was inseparable from a Marx Brothers comedy—a nedy staged by the inhabitants of a mad-house and one which somebody was liable to shoot the manager at any le. It was no comedy, really, but it was impossible to feel > tragic about the situation or we should ourselves have t our wits. There was little food, except what we had >ught ourselves, but the town at least had its electricity 1 a somewhat variable water supply. Everything was gledy-piggledy, including the time. Orders had been led to make Greek time uniform with Italian; some tried, ne did not. Our hotel asked me for 90,000,000 drachmas I took two English shillings with gratitude. With the stepaper of the inflated Greek currency some British gold rereigns were circulating, bearing Victoria's dignified ige. These were some of the sovereigns dropped to the dartes—the total was said to amount to more than 000,000. Some of them are used in Greece to this day, ; most stable factor in the currency, though at the time our arrival they were an irresistible temptation to :keteers, who knew that, in Rome, they could get at least ht paper pounds for one sovereign.
Kanelopoulos, the Minister of Reconstruction, who had in landed secretly by destroyer, came to harangue the .f-hysterical crowds from the balcony of the Elas head-arters. (Elas, at this time, was by far the most active and ongest of the Andartes fighting organisations.) I remem-: that standing beside him was a burly stage bandit, with enormous shaggy black beard that would have sent Mr. trkson into raptures. His mop of hair was half-concealed an astrakhan cap. Every detail of his outfit was studied, aandolier and a Sam Browne crossed on his massive chest. ; had somehow acquired a light-coloured khaki uniform d breeches, with top-boots. In his belt was a pistol and a rman knife with a long white handle. His smooth olive itures and grave brown eyes lighting with amusement rdly matched his outfit. They should have belonged to a iest, or, perhaps, had the beard been white, to Father .ristmas in a London store. This was the ferocious guerrilla fighter who hid his rl              »4-         Vi          1-v          1Pl-\ A     f^ A-nm c\ ~r\ n     vt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
